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9ISTBICT OF MA8SACHVSBTTB, TO WIT: 

District Ckrk** Offke. 

BE it remembered, that oa tihe seventh day of Norem^ 
Iter, A, D. 1813, and in the thirty-seTenth year of the Iii> 
dependence of the Utaited States oi America, Chester 
StebbinSf of the said District, has deposited in this Office 
the Title of a Book, the Right Kihereof he claims as PnK 
prietor, iu the wocds following, to ■vpU-*^ HUBERT AND 
ELLEN. With other Poems. The Trial of the Haip... 
Billowy Waten...The Plunderer's Gt«w....Tlie Tear^ 
Drop.. ..The Billow. By Liiciw M. Sargent/* 

In conformity to the Act of the Congress of the United 
States, entitled,** An Act for the EDCoiiragement of Leann^ 
ing, by securing the Copies erf* Maps, Charts and Books, to 
the Authors and ProtHietors of such Copies, during the 
times therrin mentioned ;" and also to an act, entitled, 
* An Act supplementary to an Act, entitled. An Act for 
the Encouragement of Learning, by securing the Copies 
•f Mans, Charts and Books, to the Authors and Proprie^ 
wn of such Copies during the times therein moitioned ; 
and extending the bene6ts thereof to the arts of designing; 
•ograying and etching histoncal, and other ^rintt.'* 
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No more time has Wen devoted to the 
revision of this volume than some few ( 
hours, unoccupied in the pursuits of my *: 
profession. This edition therefore is not ! 
published on account of any essential im- - 
provement which it has received, al- 
though, in some instances, I have availed 
myself of the kindness of friends, and the / 
ingenuity of enemies. 

An tua demens 
Vilibus in ludis dictari carmina malis ? 
Non ego : nam satis est equitem mi hi plaudere : 

ut audax, 
Contemtis aliis, explosa Arbuscula dixit. 
Men' moveat cimex Pantilius? Aut cniciet, qudd 
Vellicet absentem Demetrius p aut qudd ineptus 
Fannius Hermogenis laedat conyiva Tigelli? 
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DEDICATION. 

TO THE MEMOBY OF MY BROTHER. 

Shade of my brother dear ! 
Oft at the silent close of summer day, 

Fond mem'17 brings thee near ; 
And often have I sought that hour, to paj 

The tribute of my tear. 

For if time's varying currents roll 
One hour, which o'er thy gentle soul 
Could reign, with more of magic pow'r, 

Than ev'ry hour beside, 
It was that sweet, that musing hour 

Of summer's eventide. 

Not emulous, our friendly skiffi pursu'd 
The track of life, down childhood's bubbling tide f 
And pass'd the flood of boyhood, wild and rude. 
Like partners in the voyage, side by side ; 
But scarce the rapids of our youth were pass'd^ 
Scarce op'd before us manhood's ocean wide, 
Ere thy &ir vessel yielded to the blast. 

Though Heav'n to both did equal love impart, 
Tet greats gifts were thine, and happier doon, 
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€ DEDICATIOlf* 

A riper genius, and a purer heart, 

A life more virtuous, and an earUer tomb. 

Oft mem'ry*8 magic hand portrays 
A thousand scenes of early days ; 
Of boyhood's wallEs, ta^ shady bowt m ; 
And youthfo] q^orta, and satcheU'd hourst; 
And task forgot,, and winter night, 
Wasted o'er, tale apd legend light, 
Till ev'ry blast we chanc'd tohear^ 
Brought elf^ or fiend, or giant near. 

Full oft a tear-drop memory borrows, 
When fairly thus her hand displays 
The simple scenes of former days; 

And yet that tear-drop is not sorrow's : 
For tears, that flow at bcmtbow's callt 
Are always felt before they falL 
But here, when memory brings to yhem 
Dear, early scenes, for ever gone. 
The heart searoe fis^s how strong, h«w tcuf 
The lines l^ meot'ry's hand are dnam^. 
^Bf&pe the tears unheeded part, 
In tribute fair to mem'ry^s w1. 
And scarce they part from netuoa'p iter«i 
Before they steal the eyelid o'er j 
Aod seareean iBfitoot lingering s^ao^, 
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Hiy meteaf iBBp <ir poMf, 

That shone with gairiili ray, 

liorM my foad beaort to folimr thaty 
Mid fiMKy*8 airy way. 

There have I pass'd v^ happiest hooM^ 

EntwiiUDg fancy's ^tky flow'ri. 

And thus I now have wteotbM for thee 

These simple flsw^ io garfend wfldy 

This chaplet of my poe^ ; 

For thoa wert fimcy^s fiaKvoar'd chfld 

Brother! totheeifitwere^veB, 
To leave awhile thy rest in Heaven ; 
If thou couldst weep, thy genlle tear 
Would steal, of Hubert's fote to hear ; 
And pity sure wocM dim thine eye, 
At EUen'd love and oonsteacy. 
For ne'er a theme thy heart co«iid mo^e^ 
like gentle woman's constant love. 
And sure to thee did Heav*!! impart 
No fickle, no iaeoostaDt heart. 

Dear Spirit! f b«ve beard tkee sb^, 
** If cruel fate should bear awfty 
Her, who aloiie np^r heart can sway. 
Oh! could that heart again be gay r 
And could I ever, ever bear 
To part this braid of aabumkur P 
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8 DEDICATIOir. 

Though cold her little hands, that made 
And fastened here this auburn braid, 
Her heart in Heaven would love me still ! 
And so on earth my heart shall prove 
Its tender and its lasting love ; 
Until with me, this little braid 
Beside her in the grave be laid. 
For when in death my limbs grow chill, 
Sure none will be of heart unkind. 
Sure none to constant love so blind. 
Whose cruel hand will rudely tear 
Away this braid of auburn hair !*'.... 

Shade of my brother dear ! 
Oh ! if the chaplet I have twin'd 
Be not unworthy bard like thee, 

Then let me dream thee near ; 
And round thy brows in (ancy bind 
These wild flowers of my poesy ! 

And though the w<»>ld severe 
May scorn my flow'rets, till they fade, 
And blast the garland I have made ; 
Yet still to thee in thought my soul 
Shall rise, above the world^s control. 
And oft at close of summer day, 
My heart shall fondly sedc to pay 

The tribute of its tear. 
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HUBERT ANB iSLLEN. 



THIS poem commencen with tiie addtess of am old nun 
to a ftnu^^, 'wlio is supposed to be gf&ang at a man^ 
seyiedimng; upon a gmfe ; near wllicik tlw old man ii 



Wawdemr, «tay ! 
If your gentle heart would Inovr 
Who, beneath tiie kmdj wiDow, 
Makes the simple stone his piBow, 
And tuns by fit»from deepest wo, 
To laughter gay. 

Wanderer, though upon hit brow, 
Sad despair, and sorrow now, 
And fitful grief, and laughter wild 
Mark him distractieii^s dearest child; 
Though hair and beard, uncooft and long. 
Have done his manly features wrong; 
Yet ev'ry deepened fttrrew there 
Is less the mark «Cage than eare : 
And oft he holds his visage high, 
Often his dark aiid£ever*d eye 
The quickening fire of youth faetr^v. 
And lofty glanoa ofbettw dayi. 



•1 
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14 HVAXff^ AIH> UAtaUm 

The boorish langb, the theqghtiwiJ<MV 
And gentle maiclen'fi pitjnog teac. 
And oft 'tis told 1^ ts#liog dam*) 
When Hubert to the vUlafe euoo^ 
And when the lovely Ellen died, 
Who liei upon the wiUow's side; 
And how be plae*d the tablet stoa^ 
0»er EUen's grave* with tender cure ; 

And how tut heart would swdl^ 
When oft he sought tiie spot alone^ 
And seatterM rose and lilgr there^ 
And howy vrfiot sorrow tum?d his hi&i%. 
He lost his gallant air and mien. 
And rnang^ other tales beside» 
Of Hubert and his hapless bride, 

The villBge dame can teU. 

And some there aie. 
Who say, that Hnbart on the e«Hs 
Close by her bed, when EUen died, 
Knelt down, and weeping at hei side, 

MotteiM short pray *r; 
So low it scarcely could be heaid; 
But here and there atouder word 
Was of himself, and crimes, and Heaven, 
Of Ellen, and of sins fergiven. 
And how at last, in whiqper small, 
I with tean feifave hi» alL 
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Bdt it has never been Storied, 
That, like a Un«r tfoe. 
For days and nighti, at fiUen^s aid^ 
Hubert gaz'^ o¥r lier features pale ; 
And when her spirit seemed to fail. 

Her hand more closefy dreirf 
And when at last poor £llen died, 
Though still he gaa*d, andsadfy^ siglitd, 
'TIS said, no tea^ was seen to flow ; 
But on his wan arid haggard brow. 
There was g^stnaige aad wiM a titBSt% 
That noDe a seooikd ktok could bear. 

But the sad story, sare to mej 
b veil'fi in deepest mygtery. 

Poor, crazy Hubert Imows me^mtt 
And by that wild uncoosciom gate, 
He tells me not of fomer days ; 
Naught lingere of remembraBce there :: 
The frantic look, Hie vacant stare 
Show, that my featoves are liM^got. 
Yet gentle wand'rer, well I know, 
This wretch, who looks so mean and low^ 
Before his senses failM him augfat^ 
Ne?er tum'd his back on friend or foe. 
And, though it stnmge may seem tatlreej. 
Ne'er liv>d more gallant yoath than he,. 
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16 BITBEBT AND EtLElT. 

To wield a sword, to rein a steed, 
Id bold assault, or gentle deed. 
A heart more kind, a hand more free 
Ne'er qp'd, in friendship's need. 

He was my finend....but, stranger, say, 
Why gaze upon my locks of grey, 
My humble garb, my lowly mien, 
And oaken staff, on which I lean P 
Thou^ I am old, I cannot brook 
That curious glance and doubting look. 
I said, that Hubert was my friend : 
Think you my boastinl words intend, 
That I was gallant Hubert's peer. 
When his were honours, wealth, and gear ? 
No, stranger, wrong me not in thought. 
Nor will old Edwy tdl you aught. 
Of all the stoiy less sincere. 
Than that this wretch is Hubert here.... 
But my poor knees are weak and old. 
Beneath the neighboring elm, 'tis meet 
To seek the cool sequester'd sest. 
Where better may the tale be told.... 

Hubert was once as dear to me. 
As child upon a father's knee ; 
For, many a long and tedious year. 
Beyond the waters wild. 
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■roBET AKD BLLBir. 17 

I seirM his cruel «ire wi<fa fear, 

And learnM to lore iht eUld. 



And when to manly yean he came, 
My love for ^b«rt wai the eame. 
And when, because he long withstood 
His father's will, nor gave his hand 
Against his heart, for lady's land, 
His cruel sire, in stubborn mood 
On hapless Hubert dosM his door. 
And robVd of all his hopes ; be sure 
OId^dwy*s heart could ill endure 
Such cruel fsTte, but lovM him more. 
It was an heavy time indeed, 

Such sad mishap to know ; 
For then his heart had leamM to bleed, 

For hapless Ellen's woe : 
And sorrow clouded o*er his brow. 
And sad repentant tears did flow. 

For, though he was as fidr, and free^ 
And kind, as gallant youth could be, 
In all beside, and ne'er delay'd 
Hu hand, when pity claim'd hit aid | 
Yet, on his soul a fatal blot 
Is deeply dy'd, so dark a stain 
Shall long with Hubert's name 
When wretched EUen is ibrgot t 
2 
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18 HITBBRT AND ELLEN. 

Recorded in the page of Heaven, 
Never perhaps to be forgiven. 

When tender maiden was his theme, 
Light was his mood, as morning dream. 
High his heart would beat in pleasure, 
Careless of the tears of morrow ; 
Lightly would he seize the treasture. 
Reckless of a maiden's sorrow. 

And oft upon the modest eye, 
Hubert would bend his eye of blue, 
And talk of love, and seem so true. 
In ev'ry word, in ev*iy sigh j 
That simple maiden never dreamM, 

That Hubert false would prove. 
And if, upon his features fair. 
She look*d, for wily falsehood there. 
Such glance that maiden well might rue. 
On face, that beamed so fair and true ; 
Where ev'iy look so gently seem'd 

To tell of naught but love. 

For though his bold and piercing eye. 
And gallant form, and bearing high. 
And haughty look, and darkening glance, 
That stayM halfway the rude advance^ 
Made those, who knew him not, conclude. 
That love was ne'er for Hubert's mood ; 



d by Google' 



HUBEBT AND ELLEN. 19 

Yet none more supply bow*d the Iraee, 
And none could heave more tender dgh, 
And none more kindly glanced an eye, 
On gentle lady fair, than he. 

Then simple maid would sure believe. 
That Hubert^s smile could ne^er deceive ; 
Till in some sad and lone retreat, 
With tears, and sighs, and wan despair, 
And naught of love and Hubert there. 
The wretch would seek sequestered seat, 
And mourn, unheard, her sorrows o^er : 
Till tears at length would cease to flow. 
And sighs would yield to silent woe ; . 
And then, with feinting look and wild. 
Clasp to her breast her naked child. 
And close her eyes, to weep no more.... 

Time fast has flown, since Ellen smiPd, 
Where in a vale beside the wood. 
Old Edgar^s lonely cottage stood j 
Poor, widowM Mary's only child. 
For Edgar never liv'd to know. 

Of Ellen's hapless doom ; 
And ere the days of Ellen's woe, 
Thrice had the summer flow'ret grcnrn. 
And tiirice cold winter's blast had blown, 

On Edgar's lowly tomb. 
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Anicl the vaB^ kme^ 
Where loot of mortal sddan caoK^ 
LivM BUenauct tbe aged damey 

In solitude, indcDOwn. 
And when old fkigar droopM and died, 
Poor Mtfy*8 vants were still suj^litd. 

By tender £Uen*» eaie. 

At essrly dawn, her little feet 
The dew (torn off the pathwaj^ beat^ 
And water from the broc^ she drew : 
And oft she pludi^d the flow'r, tbaft gi«w 

Upon the margin £dr ; 
And still while poor old Maiy slept, 
Smiling, towards her pillow cr^t. 

And gentlj placM it there. 
Then silent would she watch, the while. 
Her fond surprise and wakening smile. 

Next, with kind look and willing haste, 
She brought her mother's slight repiit 
Then o'er her neck her kerchief cast ^ 
Carlo the well k«own signal spied, 
And to the door impetieDt hied. 

Oft then his glance aHemafte flew. 
From EUen's ^es in restless view, 
To where the biuehan faaiket ham§t 
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Ere firom its (teee i^ gaily drew, 
And o'er bier finger liglilly smmg. 

And, &eif her auburn gay, 
Before ifae had her gipsy tied. 
Whose shadowy brim could poorly hide 
Her faiiy fiice and floating pride; 
His frequent bark would loudly chide 

Her liag'ring step's delay. 

Scarce oa the string she plac*d her hand, 
Ere Carfa> would in silence stand. 
With forward head, and upward ear. 
The sound of lifting latch to hear ; 
His body back, his foot before. 
And eye, intent upon the door. 
Scarce Ellen then the bobbin drew. 
Ere o'er the threshold Carlo fiew, 
And swiftly shot along the lawn, 
With eagle's speed ; nor had she more 
Than dropp'd the latch, and dos'd the door. 
Ere Carlo down the hill had gone. 
And scaree she left the threshold stone, 
Ere he hadswum the brook below. 
And climVd the cM^ and on its brow 
Paus'd, and look'd back on Ellen's way. 
Shook from his locks the water spray. 
Then bark'd again to diide delay. 
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22 HUBERT AKD ELLEN. 

But when with lily foot, antbod, 
Across the shaltow brook she trod, 
Again he sped, for then he knew 
The path, that EUea would pursue. 
And, when she gain'd the ridge's he^t, 
Carlo was fairly out of sight. 

With health and sweet content 
Thus Ellen pas8*d her early hours. 

Nor e'«r had op'd her eyes on sorrow ; 
Save once, but long those tears had dried ; 
*Twa8 when her &ther, Edgar, died. 
And thus, with basket at her side, 

Ellen and Carlo went 
In search of herbs, and fruits, and flow'rs ; 
And h(Hneward with the little store, 
At even, sought the cottage door. 

Then to the village on the morrow, 
Carlo and little Ellen came. 
To sell them to the village dame. 

With slower step, then Carlo trod. 
And proudly sought the village road; 
For well he construed, what did mean 
The decent pUiid and bonnet green. 
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HUBERT AND BLLEN. 23 

It WBS a pleaast thing, to see 
Ellen at even merrily, 
When lengthening shadows, o'er the lea, 
CallM home the ploughman wearily ; 
Tripping with lightsome steps along, 
While half untied her bonnet hung ; 
And Cario, marching dose before, 
With lifted head, ihe basket bore. 
Overpaid was £Ilen for the toil 
By Mary's kind and greeting smile. 
But when her little gains she show'd,' 
And laid upon her mother's knee. 
And smiling said, ** tis all for thee ;" 
The tear, down Mary's cheek that flow'd. 
To Ellen's heart was for more dear, 
Than worlds of wealth and costly gear. 

Oft have I seen fair EUen oome, 
With Carlo to the cottage home ; 
For Hubert often sped me there. 
Oft then would Mary tum aside, 
Wiping away the trickling tear. 
Then would she say, that 1 must bear 
Kind thanks, for gentle Hubert's cheer ; 
And tell him, that at eventide, 
Ellen, her little bed beside. 
Would clasp her hands for him in pray'r; 
While Ellen with a smile replied. 
To all bis greetiDgfair. 
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Naught then oltil l^er fiitui^ mo 
Or Hubert's crime cool^ £4vf ksoir. 
For wheu, with kindly tweniMig caift» 
His ahnooer, he sped me there, 
His words were all so mild aod fujr, 
That in his look I could ootread 
Of aught, but poor, old Maiy's need. 

When Hubert first reveal'd the tale, 
Of Maiy's cottage in the vale, 
He pass'd the matter lightlf o'er ; 
How in the glade, «>me days before, 
Fatigu'd with vain pursuit of game. 
It chanc'd he to the cottage came : 
Then kindly thither bade me go 
Of poor, old Mary's health to know ; 
And, if 1 saw a maiden there, 
With hazel ^eand auburn hair, 
From him to speak the damsel fair. 

Yet, in his face that beam'd the while. 
Was naught but pity's gentle smile. 

(}ince first my feet, at chiee of day, 
Rented in Maiy'a humble vale, 
Full oft at ev'ning had they tvod 
Along the wonted village road. 
And down the lonely dale | 
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Wlieii«*er, in seendng pita's Deed, 
The will of Hubert fcade me ipeedi 
Time thusiiad swiftly passed awaj. 
At length, less eag^r Hobert seem''c(. 
Of poor, old Mary's weal to know j 
And-8cai€e at last he lent an ear, 
Of all her gentie speech to hear. 
And, when 1 toM ef Maiy's tear, 
No smile upon his &ce there beam'd, 
JBot more of sadness rested there. 

And when, as Mary bade me bear« 
I said, that oft at eventide, 
£llen, her little bed beside. 
Would clasp her hands for him in prayTr ; 
There came a dood upon his brow, 
Bursting in drops of heaviest wo. 
i marvell'd much, but understood^ 
^o cause fotr Hul»rt?s changing mood. 

Again heaerer bade me go, 

To Mary's humble cot ; 
And long negl^ might plamly show^ 

Poor Maiy was forgot 

And, when. bat stranger, gently bear 

The weakness of an old man's tear : 

It Id the tribute mem'ry pays, 

To scaoes of youth and happier dajy. 
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Oentlfli 8lraBg«r, haw ^mq nevov 
Musiog upQD your loosAy {wUow;, 
Oiveti a tweet, a lilent hiMor, 

Whose liriiig irapMl, witfa mgifi po«r% 

Cait biing so near 
Tottr native laad^ beyond the biUov; 

Aod shov so dear 
Dear earfy scenes^ that time «otdd severe 
And paint the tdmiy uom §aak §at ever. 

With hand so tni^ 
Thatlong'last friend, and ^ttantfaooie^ 
AndlSeenes of yooAh before yovioome. 

In present view? 

If such aneheor yna never knew, 
Ah, then indeed* you ne*er can knoiw, 
Why down my ebert tsars fiieeiy flow, 
Whe%on<my men^ry nishinf, come 
Dear thoughts of Maiy^s humble home^ 
The peaceful look^ the greetiBg sank, 
The brook, the luU, the bawtiioro greeq, 
That fipew beside t|ie4owfy cell, 
And Ellen^s gentle voice, and mien 
MTfoor old heart with sorrow swell, 
And of its kindest tears h^oile. 
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Ob ! coald 1 8MttKt«iiiile«Bne»ni«» 
And EUeo at the «otlw dMT, 
And cresy Hubert's madneas o*er; 
How sweetly tiien cmdd fidwy die, 
While tean bedew'd baadouBg «ye.... 

I said, that Hubert jneferafUB 
Bade me to Maiy^ oot v^p9ir. 
But I bad stray'd 80 ofbm them. 
Ere the cyU Mast afwwter wild 
Had laid the fittle woeriHand barn, 
That I had often wiib'd to Inaw, 
How look!d tbe hawthorn, Htealii the «0ir. 
Sure w^re ay ge&tle Idats to &il 
Which oft were tried on Hubert's ear; 
Thinking some kind, returning care 
Again would bid o» seek tha vale. 
And when, at last, my words were bold, 
Of long neglect, and winter's cold, 
And Mary, fieeUe, poor, and old ; 
His eye shot forth an aagiy beam. 
And as he briskly tarn*d away, 
He bade me wait some future day. 
Changing my suit Cor lighter theme. 
At leggtii, my feet mibiddentrod 
Once more, towaid the little wood. 
Where M^'s simple cottage stood* 
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Musing,, along the loneljr road, 

On Hubert^s strange and altered mood* 

And, though Hwere manrd all to me, 
Thou^ long neglect, and alterM Iook» 
And ear, unwillmg, when I spoke 
Of Mary, aiguTdl my8tei7 ; 
Tet, if my wav'rii^ light smmiaer 
Rested on Ellen's haset eyes^ 
And lovely face, and aubora hair. 
It scarce an instant rested there. 
As weary falcon rests his feet, 
Oa1»anch too feeble for his wd^t; 
And, scarcely oow'rs his wing to light^ 
Ere he again, has ta'eabis flights 

Fiill in my^mindj came ev^ word; 
Hubert ere ^ake of Mary's need ; 
And fresh his smile of j^ty came ; 
And when I thought how seldom heard; 
On Hubert'^ lips was Ellen's name. 
His gentle heart aad gen'rous deed 
Put all my sland'rous thoughts to shame. 

And thus n^ thoughts beguilM the way^ 
Till deepening shades efi'evHiing grey 
Had fled before the gloom of night. 
At distance now the gUmm'ring^ray 
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From Mary»g cottage shonie ^ 
tt cheer'd my heart, my steps mwe light 

PSassM o'er the valley lone ; 
Aacending now the little hill. 

They gain'd the tlireshold stone 



My heart misgave ; that sudden chill, 
That ran my brow so swiftly o»er, 
When first I op»d the cottage door. 
Came, like the harbinger of wo. 
And Carlo, on the cottage floor, 
Crouching in seeming sorrow low, 
Whow eager bark was wont before. 
To charge me briskly, at the door, 
Strengthened my boding fears of ill. 

In rapid turn mine eyes sunr^'d 
The cottage o'er, with eager care 
Searching in vain for Bllen round ; 
Glance scarce at Mary once they made. 
Expectant still my wistful ear, 
^ used the welcome voice to hear. 
Already seem'd to catch the sound. 

And when, in resting glance, at first, 
On Maiy's eyes my own were bent. 
Her look my very heart did burst, 
For pity, to my soul it we»t. 
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On feee of flwb and Uood, I ween, 
Such look forlom is seldom i 



Tbou^ I have mark'd keen anguish Jftif^ 

O'er the jpak ^»eek of nid dismay i 

Such sure despair and steadfiost wo, 

As reigiAi, o^er ev'iylieature th^ 

I never shall h^bM agen, 

With mortal sight, on mortal broir. 

That piteous look will ever gp. 

With mem'iy, to my dying day. 

It seem'd, in /mrrow's deepest need| 

As if her very soul would part 

Such look would tame the bUckest heart, 

That ever thought revengeful deed ; 

'Twould make the wretch his crimes repent; 

*Twould blind the murderer's dark'ning efe^ 

In purpose bent, and make the brand 

Fall sudden firomhis nerveless hand. 

'Twould make the robe's heart relent| 

And urge the miser's pitying sigh. 

Half utter'd was the wcnrd, that hung 
At first upon my trembling tongue; 
And quiv'ring lip and swelling heart 
Soon bade me from my purpose part; 
For Mary's look of sad despair 
Was more than Edwy well mfijat bear. 
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Her eyes upon the floor were bent, 
Forward fronrage her body leant; 
Her arms upon her lap reposM, 
Her withered hands in grief were cloB*d ; 
Her forehead, dieckcrM o*er with caireB, 
Bore furrows deep and silver hairs : 
And, all the while in silent wo, 
D«wn her old face, where bitter tear* 
Had left the lines of former years, 
Big drops of heavy grief did flow. 

And now her streaming eyes, to Heaven 

Raising, she fixM a moment there ; 

lifting her hands still join'd in pray'r, 

As if she felt an instant then, 
Some feeble ray of hope were given. 

And now her hands were talPn agen; 

And now, again dejected low, 

Her eyes sent forth their stree^ns of wo, 
As if her last faint hope were riven. 

And oft her sadly piercing look 

Came to my soul, with sharp rebuln. 

Then was 1 &in the mor^ to know 

Thw tttter cauBC of Mary's wo. 

For on my cheek thou|^ ready pride. 

At once, th' ungenerous charge denied. 

Yet, when I found my colour came, 

I fear'd 'twould look like guiH and shaoe 
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And, with B^r rei;^ thou^t, the mort 
Thk hacy spread the crinuon o'er. 

At loigth my feeUngB fore'd their way ; 
But, when my feaifol questioa came, 
And when 1 mentionM Ellen's name, 
Such sorrow trembkd through her firame^ 
I thought it was her dying day. 
She sobbM aloud, her hands she wrung> 
And on her knees ^e feebly fell ; 
Her witherM afms around me flung, 
And then besou^t, that I would tell, 
Where was her dear, her only <;|luld. 

And then, with piteous look she smiled, 
And &intly claspM my knees, and said. 
Her blessing should .be on my head, 
If her last wish were not denied, 
To see her once, before she died. 

And, though by all my hopes in Hearen, 

Of life to come, and sins foi^ven, 
I said, till then I ne'er had known, 
That Ellen from the cot had gone ; 
She sighed, and wav'd- her head the more} 
And though I said it often o'er. 
She scarcely lent a lisfning ear. 
One word of all my vows to hear; 
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mr by my tears she surely knew 
That all my words and vowt were tme. 
Then Mary fam would tell the tale, 
But oft her feeUe power did foil j 
Of all the story many a word 
Was lost, or indistinctly heard; 
For, ere her heart could tell me all, 
fier sobs were deep, her voke was small. 

She said, it was a month before, 
Whoi £llett^)ait her steps away ; 
DressM in her plsdd andbonnet gay, 
To visit on the neighboring moor, 
At Agnes* cot, the hill beside. 
And, when old Mary bade her sure 
Return, before the close of day, 
£Ilen with feeble voice replied. 
She should be home at eventide. 
Yet, when she ^ake, though Mary heard 
Her feeble voice and iault^ring word ; 
And plainly markM she trembled o*er, 
While standing at the cottage door; 
The wtnterair was cold and chill. 
And Ellen had of late been ilL 

But, when she crossed the fioifn brook, 
While Maiy through the easement spiedL 
Oft EUeo stopped, and tuning, gasM 
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Badnirard, toward «fae little bOl ; 
And, while sbe cast h^ Ikig'riBg look, 
Her kerchief to her eyes she raised : 
Bat pierciDg was the winter air, 
Which Ellen^s eyes could poorly bear | 
And Mary tiioaght of naugfat beside. 

Now swiftly pass'd the houri away ; 
Beep, in the west, the parting son 
MarkM the short race of winter ckiy ; 
Its fleeting gold no loager shone 
On little hill, andeotf age lone ; 
Its fading lustre, femdy seen, 
DancM o*er the pine^s pereuniai green ; 
Short while, its gauc^ colour now 
Floimc*d round the mountain's wl^'ry bro#r 
And, while the last fantastic ray 
CurPd o'er its cap of drifted snow, 
'Twas ev^iing in liie Tale below. 

No longer Mary's sharpest ken 
Saw little hill, or neighboring glen. 
And oft she op'd the cottage doer. 
Holding her ti^ten^d breath, to hear 
Ellen or Carlo, on the hill ; 
And now she fhnded they were near; 
For Carle, when the wind was strong, 
Seem'd coming witi^ the blast along ; 
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jknd DOir again Hw88 raBtoi low ; 
And DOW its bueath had ceasM to blow 
The brake, alonig the crusted snow : 
And now, its ^i^itest whisper still, 
NasoandTCsaain^d on Mary's ear. 
Ait lM#h wxtfa weiiciaaii of^resiVl, 
And thinking ^len-on the moor. 
At Agnes' cot, would pass the night, 
Speeding her iiome, at morning Hght, 
OldMaiy laid her iMnhs to rest.... 

Broad day oikhi the eottage shooe. 
Ere Mary woke f and, scarce she moorn^d, 
That Ellen yet had not jretiim*d. 
When, by the wonted bark, Hwas known. 
Carlo had i«ach*d the thrwhold stone. 

Quickly she rose, and op*d the dpor. 
Her lips half said the greeting fair, 

Forwan} she gave her welcome hand 

Then faiPd her heart, she scarce «oold stand, 
The little Ellen was not there; 
And Carlo had returned alone. 

Slowly he passMthe threshold o*er. 
And lagg^g step and panting tongue 
Spake weary limbs, and journey long. 
She look'd along the vale below, 
Iq rain, for plaid and boBoet great 
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Sbe g&s*d upon the morning soaw^ 
J7o print of EUen*8 foot was seen j 
Fast nofir were gathering Mary's fears, 

Doubts came in anxioos crowd ; 
And now she tiionght of Ellen's tears, 
Which, 'neath the hawthorn bower she tifitd^ 
And Ellen vainly strove to hide ; 
How oft, upon her little bed. 
When e'er of late herpray'rs sbe said, 

Ellen had sobVd sOoud. 

Old Mary's mind at length was bent, 
To seek for Ellen on the moor. 
Her sad repast in haste she made; 
And scarce the besom, ere she went, 
Pass'd lightly round the cottage floor : 
Her humble couch she loosely spread.... 
Then trembled Maiy's feeble frame^ 
Cold dew upon her £n«head came, 
When first she tum'd her pillow o'er; 
For none, but Ellen, there had laid 
The purse, which Mary's hands had made* 
Full many years beforei 

The token Mary's self had given 

To Ellen, on a Christmas even. 

It was a gift for mem'iy dear, 
And, only once in ev'ry year, 
Ellen the treasure wore; 
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When merry Christmae evecame rooncl, 
And hoUy deck'd the ootta|^ fiaur ; 
And Agnes, Ann, and Constance there 
Fartook of Ellen^s wdcome cheer j 
Or forward bent, with ear profound. 
Old Mary's wond*rou8 tale to hear f 
Of wizard's might, and giantli brand. 
And legend fair of fiiiry land. 

Bnt now, for sorrow's heavy swell. 
And tears, like floods of rain that fell. 
No more the tale could Maiy tell. 
Bat from its place the purse she took, 
And, while upon my hand she laid. 
Though nought she spake, yet, in her look« 
Her very soul might well be read. 

My trembling fingers scarce unbound 
The silken string, that twin'd it round* 

Ah, wand'rer ! sore, I need not tell 
What sorrow from mine eyes there fell, 
When, i^ancing down, they wander'd there, 
O'er purse, and gold, and trinkets fair; 
And how my brow was damp and cold, 
When first th^ fix'd thdr eager gate, ] 
Upon the little em'ndd's rays. 
That Huberts finger us'd to wear. 
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And hov i^ haart 0tMiigi» iroak 9iid <)ld> 
Their strugjj^iog prb'oer scarce jOQiildM49 
Wbeo, lart^aU, 1 feoder'd o'er 
The tale of grid; that ^Im told. 

In ey'iy line, 'twas plain to^py 
The trembUng hand a^ teaiCol^e. 

It was an artless tale of sorroir; 
How she had lent a wiUios ear, 
Long since, of Hubert's love to hear; 
How kind were all the words, that hung 
Delusive on his wily tongue : 
How she had often said, 'twas shame, 
That gallant youth should wed with her ^ 
And bade him woo some city dauM;, 
While Ellen changed her humble name. 
For that of some poor cottager. 
How gently then would Hubert smile, 
And, gazing o'er her face the while. 
Swear, that the fates would ill betide, 
If £llen were not Hubert's bride. 

And how, at last witfa fair disguise. 
And plighted vows, aAd tears, and sighSy 
He robb'd her of her dearest fomei 
And how poor Ellen's op'ning eyes 
Fust ihed the bitter drops of torronr. 
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Hmr iA»nf4 wm enhy seme ! 
The porihig bcodc, sfaekivM to hear^ 
ThoQgb Mft it murarat'd^ paiii>d hai ear. 
The matin lark, wheee lofty mettaie 
Could turn her morniBg toil to pteasore; 
Though ptill lae notes were loud and hi|^ 
CalPd the big tear t»S21eii'fl a^^ 
All withered seeni'd those hawthorn bow^ 
Where she had pass'd her happiest hours ; 
Though ne*er more Ipvety riioiie theur flow'ht, 
Mid leaves of livelier green. 

And howt full oft at nistliog brake. 

Her cheek would flush, her limbs would shake 3 

And how, when Carlo brush'd her b^, 

She started wild, yet knew not why ; 

And, when he frisked in gambol gay. 

How tears, unwonted, found their way: 

And then she bade her last farewell ; 
Saying, her feet no n^nre could dwell, 
. Where ev*ry scene did sadly tell 
Of former joys, of present wo. 
How happy once, how wretched now 
Was Ellen's hopeless doom. 

Still could she bear the world's rebuke. 
Her own remorse, and woman's scorn j 
Nay, sOl but Mary's piteous look. 
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That look of grie<; when once ^twas known, 

Her child was lost, bar name was gone,^ 
Poor £Ueii*8 thread of life would sever. 

Far better, when her babe was ham. 
To seek some lowfy tomb, 
And hide her from the world for erer. 

And thus her last request she made ; 

** Mother ! this purse thy hands conveyM, 

To Ellen, in her childish years ; 

*Tis now beneath thy pillow laid. 

Wet with thy daughter's fritter tears ; 

Mother ! if thine with mine can blend, 
Shed here tiiy deepest drops of sorrow ; 

And dream thy daughter's days did end. 
Ere op'd her eyes, to weep for morrow." 

"This emerald ring to Hubert bear, 
Tell him, for me the pledge to wear. 
Tell him, mt lovx an]>cOk8tanct 

WITH LIFS SHALL X'XS ABIDE } 

For these were Hubert's words to me, 
One summer's eventide." 

**Fair was that eve, like Ellen's heart, 

And ev'ry bird did sing. 
When Hubert, near the little brook, 

fiestowM this em'rald ring." 



**Tdl hiiii, for eold oei^cct and kxig, 

Thou^ £lkD*8 tears do fteal. 
Her heart ns*et eludes him for the wmng'f 
Kor has that heart a widi, so strong, 
As that for Hubert's weal.'* 

** Tell him, if, on the scroU of Heaven, 
A crime be foimd, recorded there, 
The haplm EUeaCs ruiiCdfamt, 
JgamH the nretehed Hubert^s nanUi 
Kind HeaT'n will grant, her tears may &I1» 
And wash that record from the scroll ; 
And in its place, shall stand, as fab. 
The mie Ellen* s cmsUud prayer. 

Thai HuberVs crime may be forgiven**.,,. 

Deeply my heart was forcM to bl^^dy 

And fast my tears to flow; 
For shame, at Hubert's cmel deed 

For grief^ at Ellen's wo. 

In vain those tears of sorrow flowM, 
In vain were all my words bestow'd ^ 
And aiU in vain I strove to raise 
Old Mary's hopes ofiiap^r days^ 
When Ellen's self should sooth her wodkb 
Still ev'17 look was deep dismay, 
Ko word in answer e'er she laid ; 
4 
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Withd<mBward bronr, she wav'd her head j 
And ev*i7 flood of tears, that rose, 
WashM from her heart those hopes away. 
As risinc hillow washes o*er 
Frail marks apbn the sandy shore. 

At length «he said, all hopes wer« goiie^ 
Her cup was fall, her race was run ; 
And well she knew, their tans forgiven. 
She soon should meet her child in Heaven : 
For heart, so kind, and love, so strong. 
Could ne*er endure such fortune long. 

To Hubert, then she hade me bring 
Ellen's for^veness, and the ring; 
And say, of all those years of wo. 
That hapless Hubert's heart must know, 

Old Mary wish'd no more, 
Of all those days of bitter gall. 
To wretched Hubert's lot mi^t fall ; 
Than, when his youth had wan'd away, 
And blood grew chilly and locks were grey, 

One, still, reflecting iiour.... 

And, when I left the little cot. 
With kindest words my heart conld feel, 
Of tidings soon, and Ellen's weal ; 
It seem'd, as if she heard me not 
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My tearaXast were flowiog, 
The chiU blast was blowing, 
'Twas mid^ight, and lone was the way o'er the 
moor; 
Thoii^ dreary and cheerless, 
My bosom was fearless, 
And strong were my steps, as I tumM from the 
door. 
The woes of poor Ellen 
My hpart high were swelling 5 
That heart, Against the spoiler beat heavy and 
strong; 
Those Hps, that oft blessM him. 
Those hands, that caressM hun, 
Implored Heaven's vengeance to wait on the 
wrong. 

ITet, when I theoi^t, how oftliis brosr. 
Of bte was cldiided o'er with wo ; 
And when the cause was now so clear 
Of sudden start, and frequent tear. 
And late carouse, and goUet high, 
And aU unwonted revelry ; 
Some hope rose fisebly o'er my miod : 
Pf o youth was e^ as Hubert kin^ $ 
His smile was fair, his heart was frejBi 
4q deed? of gentlest cbwitgr. 
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Sure then for £]leo it mast fee1« 
Though black with crimes, and casM in steeL 
But much I fear'd, he ne*er, for pride, 
Would seek poor Ellen for his bride. 

Yet firm was Edwy*g purpose then, 

That ne'er his limbs should rest agen. 

Though his old knees might need delay, 

Though oold the blast, and long the way ; 

Until to Hubert he should bring 

The words of EUen, and the ring. 

And, if tiie wretch should recreant prove, 

Alike to honour and to love ; 

Then Edwy*s bitter curse should fiow. 

On Hubert's head for ever 5 
And o'er the world would Edwy go. 
Till wand'ring EUen, safe from harms, 
Found rest.in aged Edwy^s arms : 
Nor pause till then his feet should know, 

Save life's fiail thread should sever. 

Then Edwy 's store woold well supply 
The days of Ellen's destiny ; 
For I had grown, in service, grey, 
^or wasted e'er my guns away. 

The day had dawn'd while on mine ear, 
Ai homeward now approaching near. 
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Came the loud eilod^ABd koghter hij^, 
With milled Bounds of reveliy. 

And, when my foot-steps reaehM the hal^ 
••Twas rode carouse, and riot all. 
Round went the song and jovial glee« 
And Hubert^s voice rang merrily* 

His mirth swelPd high my lieart, the moiei 
In scorn, I gaz'd his features O'er j 
Soon then I marked his kindling eye, 
7hat glancM on mine in fierce reply. 
For oft, of late, my oounsd borei 
'^Gainst nights of endless revelry^ 

In wrath, upon my foce he gaz^d ; 
His wine-sick brain could poorly brook 
My bended brow, and clrnkted look. 
And, when I wav*d my locks of grey, 
His burning anger forcM its way ; 
A goblet from the board he rais*d, 
HehnrlM the ci^, it scathM my brow, 
And big, red drops began to flow:. 
Then riot rose, and all the throng 
Rang loud applause, in laughter kng. 
But Hubert's face was clouded o*er; 
Por, still regardless of the blow, 
With look unchanged, such glance I bows, 
4M Mwy oearcr gave before? 
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And Hubert well m^htfeel s 

For bold and scorchjliig was my gase. 

Down my grey hairs, tbe red stream rao, 
While slowly tfaus^ my words began ; 
^ Hubert ! these hairs resent the wrong I 
Thine aim was true, thine arm is-strong ^ 

So, Hubert, once were mine : 
Where this old scar deforms my brow, 
Prom which, once more the red drops QffWt 
I bore, for thee, a ruflSan^s blow ; 
This arm then hid the victim low. 

And sav^d that life of thine !'» 
Pull, in his eye, the tear-drop came,. 
Be gnawM his Up, for rage and shame.... 
Wand'rer, when youthful blood ran higb> 
When toys and trifles were thy cares, 
Didst e*er,.ia boyish rev^ry,^ 
ScotTat an old man*s silver hairs ^ 
If so, perhaps thy heart has borne 
That old man^s silent look of scorn. 
Tlien well thou know^st, why slept that hall# 
Where late Hwas noise and riot all. 

Soon went the crowd ^ and, slowfy then, 
I thus resumed my words agen : 
** Hubert ! 'tis true, in other yean, 

For such angen*rous deed, 
Old Edwy's eyes would fill with teaW|^ 

For grief, hi* he^ woqld hleed'\^> 
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His trembling lips could nought reply, 
Aad tears o^erft)wM his downcast eye^ 
For, scarce had gone the noisy crowd, 
Ere &8t he wept and sobbM aloud..,. 

" Hubert \ preserve those tears that flow, 
And shed them for another^s wo ! 
If in thy breast, remorse, for wrong 

Can plonge its deadly stiog ; 
If e'er thy heart of steel can bleed, 
For blackest crime, for foulest deed ; 
Weep for the woes of her, to whom 

Thou gav'st this emerald ring !" 

Wild then and sudden was his start ; 
Soon from his lips the blood did part. 
And strangely now he fixM his gaze. 
Upon the little em'rald*8 blaze. 
ftis fading sight with frantic glare 
SeemM feebly still directed there, 
Nor more then seemM ; now reePd his head, 
His senses failM, his vigour fled. 
Then flush'd my face, my fears grew strong, 
For flick'ring life had lingerM long ; 
And long I chaf *d his palms and brows. 
Ere to bis cheek the life-blood rose. 
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At length, there came a piteous sigh i 
And, when the little em'rald's light 
GlancM on his slowly lifting eye, 
He strangely shudder'd at the sight. 

And, when 1 deemM lus strength would bettF 
To hear the talc, I told him all ; 
And markM the bitter tear-drc^ fall. 
And, ere of half my lips could say, 
They rested oft in short delay; 
For ofl his cheek grew deadly palie^ 
And oft his senses 'gan to faiL 

But, when I said, ** for all the wrong 
She chides thee not j her constant pray'i , 
^^hall.8tand upon t)^ scroll of heaven, 
That Hubert^s crime may be foi^given ;^' 
Both palms his wretched &ce did hide. 
While, with short sobs, he feebly cried, 
**0h! spareme, cruel Edwy, spare r* 

<• No, Hubert !" Edwy then replied, 
'" Still heavier be thy sorrow laden ! 
. StiU flow thy t^rs, in bitter tide! 
Thou didst not spare an hapless maideii ! 

Thou|^ heavy now thy heart may 
Yet light will be that heart tomoiTOir ^ 
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Not (ar is now that bright'oing beam, 
Whose smile shall chase away thy sorrow. 

Oh, Habert ! can thy heart be gay, 
While Ellen's heart is sunk for ever^"* 

With quivering lip he quick did say, 
** No ! good old Edwy, never ! never ! 

Her wrongs shall be my daily theme ; 

Her woes shall be my nightly dream ; 

No smile upon this brow shall beam ; 

No joy within this heart shall gleam ; 

No garb I'll wear but weeds of woj 

No rest my wandering feet shall know ; 

Id cv'ry draught my tears shall show'r, 
And mingle with the spring ; 

Till Ellen's hand, in bridal hour, 

Rieceive this em'rald ring !".'... 

Soft were my hours of short repose ; 
I dream'd, that poor, old Mary's woes 
And hapless Ellen's griefe were o'er, 
And Hiibert was a wretch ,no more.. . . 

Now, from my couch, in haste I rose, 
That Mary's heart might joy, to know * 

Of Hubert's penitential vow. 
And, ne'er with half the speed, before, 
Old Edwy reach'd the cottage door. 
Lightly my footsteps enter'd there. 
While on my brow smll'd tidingB &ir. 
5 
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Upon her bed old Maiy laid ; 
Her hands were claep^d, as if she prayM. 
ButsooD I mark'd, though piercing cold, 
I9o blase the cottage hearth did hold ; 
And Carlo, couchM beside the bed, 
With piteous whine, and lifted head. 

One eager glance assurM me now. 
Her witherM chin had sunken low. 
And in her eye, half op*d, h&lf closM, 
The silent look of death reposed. 
Her last sad tear had ceasM to flow, 
And firozen, on her cheek, did stand. 
And, when I lightly pass'd my hand, 
With trembling haste, upon her brow, 
My fingers seem'd on mountain snow !.... 

Wanderer, have you ever seen. 
Half bidden, in the lowland green. 
The bashful lily of the vale ; 
One sii^Ie bell upon a stem p 
Whose fragrance floated, on the gale, 

Whose lustre brighter grew, 
' When closer to the flower you came, 

And gaz*d with nearer view ? 
And, when you rais'd its little head. 
More fragrance and new lustre shed -, 
And, when released, resumed again 
lis humble air and modert mieaP 
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Say, have you torn away the flow'r, 
The playthmg of an idle hour, 

And thrown it lightly by ? 
And did you e'er, at parting, view 
The stock, on which the lily grew. 
And mark, how soon the feeble stem, 
Dishonoured of its only gem. 

Would droop, and pine, and die? 

Thus lovely once did Ellen seem, 
When first, beside the little stream, 
Hubert her artless clianns surveyed. 
As there at eventide she stray'd. 

Thus, on her cheek the deepening hue, 
More closely seen, more lovely grew ; 
And thus her modest head she hung. 
When love was first on Hubert's tongue. 
And thus he stole away the flow'r, 
The plaything of an idle hour. 

And threw it lightly by; 
And thus old Mary's heart, despoil'd, 
Robb'd of her dear, her oidy child, 

Did droop, and pine, and die.... 
Soon tum'd away my footsteps then, 
And never pass'd the vale agen. 
But, when I left the lonely cot. 
Old Carlo seem'd to heed me not^ 



d by Google 



$2 HUBERT AKD S»i£|^. 

Still fix'd, he gazM upon the bed, ^ 
"With piteous whine, and lifted head : -i , r 
Nor could I force hifls from the spot 

But, as I pass'd a cottier's cell. 
And stopped, of Mary's death to telk * 
My words for faithful Carlo, there .' " 
EnsurM an aged herdsman's care, 
Who said he knew the lurcher well.,,.. 

Long were the tale of Hubert's woes. 
And constant toil, and short repose. 
And frequent tear, and Utter sigh ; 
And fading cheek, and fever'd eye. 
And wild resolve, before a word. 
Of hapless Ellen's fote he heard. 

As long the tale, as sad to hear, 
Of wand'ring Ellen's constant tear. 
And drooping head, and fainting heart, 
And flick'ring life, that long'd to part ; 
And sharp rebuke, and woman's scorn. 
Long, ere her happy babe was bom ; 

Scarce to breathe the air of morrow. 

Ere to leave a world of sorrow. 

Twere wrong, thy gentle heart should know^ 
Of all those hours of varied wo, 
That long the friendless Ell«) bore. 
Aid shall my sorroinns b^aii declare 
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What vice and miseiy were there, 
Where my long search, at last, regam'd 
All, that of Ellen still remainM ? 
Kind stranger, let me pass ito'er.... 
But no, for now thine anxious ^es 
Speak some unkmd, unjust surmise.... 

And is thj luckless fortune blind. 
To half the worth of womankind .P 
And canst thou, in ungen'rous part, 
Think hghtly of a woman's heart .^ 

Such thoughts were mine, but long befo>e 
Thefrothy tide of youth was o'fer. 
And long, till manhood drew the veil, 
"Gainst woman's heart, I lovd to rail ; 
<}ainst woman's heart, I lov'd to hear 
The jest unkind, and word severe. 
For then it surely seemM to me. 
That woman^s love and constancy 
Were legend liglit, and fairy tale. 

But if, 'gainst gentle woman, aught 
Thou bear'st, in such ungen*rou8 thought, 
Shame oo a heart, that would disown 
The fairest jewel in its crown ! 
Oh ! let such thought for ever go ! 
Or never, never shalt thou know 
Life's dearest drop of balm, that flows 
To mingle with thy worldly woes. 
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And, throc^ tl^ mortal jouiwiy, loqg 
Thy lorn shall pay thee for the wroqg. 
Thy bitter youth shall never feel 
That tear of soul-felt raptore steal, 
While dearest thoughts thy heart beguile 
Of tender love and constancy ; 
Casing on heavenly woman^s smile. 
That lives and loves, alone for thee. 

Thy stale noon day of life shall rui), 
Before another's youth is done: 

On woman, if thou hadst bestow'd. 
In youth, thy love, thy constant cares; 
lighter by half had been thy load. 
Fewer by half had beea thy tears. 

And, when thy wane is chill and drear, . 
And, when the verge of life is near, 
No woman's love and constancy 
Shall shed one bitter tear for thee | 

No hand shall ask thy last caressing ; 

No child shall seek thy tender blessing.... 

If, 'gainst the heart of Ellen now. 
Such thouglits within thy bosom, flow, 
Oh, let one gen'rous tear-drop part, . 
And blot the scafidal kom thy heart | 
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Ifo varying griefs her lo^e could ehange, 
Ifo weight of woes her heart estrange* 

And, if thoQ marvell^st how it fellj 
lliat Emen's feet e^er came to dwell 
In haunts of vice ; then stranger, knowi 
Perfidious man, in pity's guise, 
Wisely sedoc'd her to the cell ! 
And, there he long and vainly strov<e, 
l*oor EUen^s changeless heart to movc^j 
With paltry gold and empty sighs. 

For, when he foubd her, houseless, poor^ 
And hegging alms, from door to door ; 
fie said, ^twas shame, that one, sofiur. 
Such cruel part were doom'd to bear; 
And kindly as1c*d that she would tell, 
tHiere chancM herself and friends to dwell. 

And, when he knew no friends were near, 
No &therV shield, no brother's spear. 
Whose lion-heart might not be long, 
*to right an injur'd si&ter's wrong; 
His gallant soul, its purpose high, 
Her cup of letter gall to fill, 
To make a wretch more wretched stifi,' 
Conceal*d, beneath a pitying sigh, 
fie Slid, he knew a gentle friend^ 
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An aged dame, whose ample store. 
And tender hearty and friendly door 
Were always open to the poor. 

Long time he strove with purpose vaia, 
O'er EUeh's constant heart to reign. 
At length the wretch, with nought to boaiC, 
But time and labour, basely lost, 
Tum»d from the chase, and gave it o'er j 
Nor cast one thought of Ellen more. 

Her weary woes, at last, o'ercame 
Her tender heart and feeble framej 
And, in her wildly staring eye, 
Now rag'd the burning hectic h^h. 
No gentle hand, no constant caie 
Tum'd Ellents fever'4 piUow there : 
And, had not Heav'n directed then 
My steps, to find her secret cell, 
My feet had sought the wretch in vain. 
For Ellen ne»er'I dream'd to see, 
In haunts like these J where sorrow's powV, 
And cruel man% perfidious part 
Can oft com^ the wretched heart,' 
To short-liv'd vice and misery ; 
Till, to mine ear, a tale there came. 
That, in these hideous haunts, did dwell 
A wretch, who tum^ her Imggvd ey^^ 
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From man's, as from a tigers low'jr; 
And oft, in her ddirioas hoar, 
Cail'd w^dly upon Huberfi name; 
And rav'd of love and constancy.... 

Oh ! *twa» a piteous thing, to see 

The little BUen's misery. 

For feveH blood and constant care 

Had sadly shorn het-flowing hair. 

That bacel eye did strangely glare, 

And, in its socket sunken low. 

Now told of nought but wild despair. 

Care's anxious hand had stampM, e^en noWf 

Its checkered .signet on her brow. 

Her cheek, deep lii^d by streaming woes^. 

Display'd, by fits, .the fiev^rish rose,^ 

And pallid lily, sadly fiiir. 

And, when the hectic strife was o'er,. 

Then on her cheek the rose no more 

Strove, 'gainst the pale usurper^ powV; 

The lily sat in triun^ thera 

Scasce aught remained, by which to kBonri 

*Twa8 Ellen, but her tale &C wo.. .. 

That hawthorn, which I oft have seen, 
With flowers so &ir, and leaves so green, 
Long since has 3^elded to the storm, 
And stands like JBUes's blighted Uxm. 
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Its pride, its Ir^gnmce, aU have pa^i 
Away, before the wist'iy blast $ 
Its flow'r is lost, its leaf is shorn ; 
And, save its sharp and rugged thom^ 
No sign is seen, uo vestige there, 
Of lovely hawthorn, once so foir. .« . 

Yet, still some fiidiog lines were qee% 
That told what Ellen once had been. 
For nature's stamp, so fair and strong, 
^ust stand the tide of sotrow long.... 

But wanderer, well thy wearied ear 
May lag, an old man's tale to hear:^ 
And, if the tale has been too long, 
Forgive an old man's erring toBguef - 
Whose mem'iy loves to linger o'er 
The days of youth, the scenes of yore.... 

Now the mower^ tml is ending, 
Flocks and herds are homeward bending; 
And, mark ! beneath the mountain's brow,' 
The parting sun has sunken low,.,. 
The time of summer^s day were small^ 
If thou wouldst hear, to tell thee allj 
Of tender meeting, sadly fiiir; 
Of Ellen's tear, of HuberiV prayV{ 
And how at first, poor EUen sighed, 
tf hen Bubert soo^t ber for his bride. 
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She said, ^ hetat hadloit its pride, 

Her loul must wend to Heaven. 
And how, when £Uen came to kndw, 
Of wretched Hubert dreadful yow, 
She wore the ring, in bridal hour, 
And said, that all her griefe were o*er : 
For, though she feltthey soon must part, 
Tet, now the knew that Huberts heart 
Would sor^be forgiven. 

And how, of all when tidings came 
To Huberts sire ; 4for rage and shame. 
He fiercely tum%t him from his door: 
For Hubert then had long withstood 
His cruel sire^ unbending mood $ 
Nor e'er would give his heartless hand, 
For wealthy lady's gear and land. 

And how old Edwy ne'er before, 
Mid all the joys of better years, 
Knew such a dear, and heart-felt hour. 
As, when his constant pray'rs and tears 
PrevaiM, on Huberfb heart, to take 
His ample store, for £llen*s sake. 

And how at lei^, no more to Inde, 
With cruel sire and heartless friend 
Old £dwy cross*d the ocean billow, 
With Hobert aodJikditoDiiJog bfide^ 
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Who made the little ElleD*s grave ? 
And wilt thou make a grave for me ?** 
And then his features sadly smilM ; 
And then tiiey chang'd to laughter wild.- 
But soon he tnm'd hb steps away, 
^ Seeking the spot where Ellen lay. 
And, when the willow came in sight, 
He turned, and whispered in mine ear, 
Some words, so low I could not hear : 
Then, with slow tread, and footing ligh^ 
And lifted finger, creeping near. 
Short while, his listening ear he laid 

Upon the tablet low ; 
Then slowly rising, wav'd his head, 

And tears began to flow. 
Then crouch'd upon the tablet grey, 
Tin slumber chasM his woes away. 
As now, beneath the lonely willow. 
He makes the sim^e stone his pillow.... 

Plainer now thou hear^st the fountain, 
Murmuring brook, and tinkling bell ; 

Day has gone beyond the mountam ; 
Eventide is in the dell.... 

Go, gentle wandVer, go ! 
The task is o*er, the tale is told : 
And sure thy heart will ne'er withhold 
One prayer, that Hubert's Utter tean 
May Uot the crime of former yean ; 

One 8igb, for EUeo's wo« 
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Now bGthe the Mry eurclet |^idi% 

Id frolic dance, at eventide ; 

Thej screen their forms from mortal ef^ 

In green and silver livery : 

Green is the mead on which they stray, 

And Silver is the moonbeam^s ray. 

Within the mafpc rinf , 
There stands a cave, whose thoteand rays 
The silver beam in pride displays ; 
Blending the crystals gairish 8hee% 
With lively light of jasper green : 
Its dome with oystal is array ^d. 
And jaspOT gems its colonnade : 
There reigns th*^ JEolian king. ... 

Slow rising from the cavemM hall. 
First comes an aged seneschal. 
His finger on his lips he lays, 
The sign the fiui7 band obeys ; 
6 
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They cease tbe dance, they form tiie ring, 
And wait expectant for the king. 

The monarch comes; again to ^ 
The sign the seneschal conveys, 
His finger on his lips he lays ; 
No faiiy from the ring dares stir, 
But on the knee they lightly taHdf 
And wave their wands of gossamer* 

The high command, on rapid wiqg, 
Bears Zephyr, herald of the kmg. 
To ev'ry breeze and ev^iy gale, 
On mountain cli£^ in lowland dale. 
£*en to the whids, that gently sweep 
The tmy stream, and curl the deep, 
The herald beiflrs the tidmgs high. 
The East alone and all his train, 
Unbidden to the court remain. 
Instant the winds obedient fiy ; 
Around their monarch's cave they stand, 
And silent wait their kiii^fs command. 

All own their lord, from noi^ North, 
Who leads his blasts in riot forth. 
E'en to the breeee, that softly blows, 
tn love, upon the wild wood-rose. 
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All, but the whirlwind, at the word, 
Speed with liege haste before their lord; 
He bade th' .Solian herald Ining 
HiB bold defiance to the king.... 

Uprose the kings of winds; the band 

Of fairies rise, and round him stand. 

No breeze dare move, whose breath could etS^ 

Their little wands of gossamer. 

Swift, at the word, an herald brings 

The living lyre, of silver strings ; 

And, in th' iEolian monarch's name. 

He makes aloud the high proclaim. 

** Come, all ye winds, who dare aspire, 

To sweep the soft .£olian lyre I 

In order rise, no humble meed 

Is to the victor wind decreed ; 

Be it or zephyr, breeze, or gale, 

Whose skill shall o^ the lyre prer ail P* 

The herald ceasM ; when, lor^ and strong. 
The North wind msh'd amid the tlirong ; 

UnmarshalPd forth he spiWhg, and smM the lyre : 
With wild, tremendous hand he passM 

. AloQg the chords, in wint*ry Uast. 

So rude the touch, so rough the measure, 
The feiries fled, and from their hands 
In fear tb^ droppM their magic wands. 
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Confuskm ran through all the croird, 
And trembling zephyrs sighed aloud. 
Yet was the noisy Pforth so vain. 
He fain would have the lyre again ; 

The lyre had rapt his soul in pleasure. 

The herald rose, and bade the I*iorth retire. 
Again, obedient to the king, 
The fairies form'd the magic ring.... 

Again the herald made proclaim ; 

The herald ceas*d....th^ inconstant South uproee ; 
No zephyr in his train there came : 
With conscious pride he vaunted forth, 
Pleased at the failure of the North ; 

For North and South were old and deadly foes; 

Amid the fairy throng, 
With lofty step and strong, 
He proudly swept along. 

Wild and ftustastic were the soimds he made. 
Now madly bold, now trembling and afraid, 
His fev'rish hand in haste displayed 

The varying notes, from high to low : 

And now, with rapid hand of fire,. 

He rudely twangM the chords, and now 

He softly crept along the lyre. 
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Proud of his skill, he glanced around 
Upon the Noi-th, in high disdain, 
Whose hand had tried the lyre in vain : 
And now his notes again grew strong ; 

He sought for higher fame. 
But when he found from all the throng * 

No murmuring plaudit came ; 
His hand grew light, he lower'd his tone, 
And glanc*d upon ihe monarch's throne : 

The monarch frown'd. 
Sudden, he lost his native fire. 
And quivering, faulting, dropp'd the lyre; 
And died away for shame. 

The herald now could scarce restrain 
The North wind, from the lyre again. 

Once more the herald made proclaim ; 
And now a thousand clouds there came, 
With hollow blast and tempest strong, 
That pioneer*d the East along. 
ITprose the king of winds with ire, 
And bade the pioneers retire ; 
And tell their lord, who dare resort 
Unbidden to th* .£6lian court, 
To keep his blast and tempest bound. 
Whene'er the harp of winds should sound ; 
Nor then permit his clouds to stray, 
Athfwart the lAxmbeam's silv'ry way. 
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Swift at the word, away they passed, 
Like April clouds in Southern blast.... 

I 

Thrice now the herald made proelaiai, 
Ere forth the modest West wind came : 
Twelve zeph}^^ first before him move, 
Who breathe the balmy breath of love. 

Short while with single hand. 
He softly swept the silver strings along : 
And, when he found his hand wastrue^ 
He paus'd upon the lyre. 
While, of the zephyr band, 
One lightly o'er the harp his fingers threw ^ 
His tiny fingers trembled as they flew, 
Unwont alone to raise a note so strong., 
He cea8*d ; another came, and now again 
Another ; and till none at last remain 
Of all the little choir, 
Who have not tried their quav'ring skill, 
Upon the silver lyre : 
Now sleeps the harp of winds, and all is still !.... 

Hark 1 it is the Ijn-e again ! 
Rest thy breath to catch the stram ( 
Now in choir the zephyr throng 
Oeotly sweep the chords along [ 
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Mailc ! Haey wake the trembling measure ! 
Ifow they warble notes of pleasure, 
Glee, and roundelay ! 
Now they raisfe their wild notes higher ! 
And now they swell the sounds in fullest choir ! 
AnH now they die away ! 
Yet die so gently on thine ear, 
That still the sounds thou seem'st to hear. 
Again the harp is still ; and now 
A smile is on the monarch's brow. 
CheerMby that smile, advances to the lyre 
Tlie West alone, the zephyr train retire. 

Along the silver strings. 
His hand he lightly flings, 

In measure gently wild. 
Instant he lifts his anxious gaze, 
Tis not to seek the monarch's praise j 
The timid West had secret fear 
He might displease the royal ear: 

He saw the monarch smilM.... 
Ws heart is firm, his hand is strong; 
He sweeps the silver strings along. 

EntrancM, the North, with ear profound, 
Now holds his breath to hear the sound. 
Amid the skies 
The wild notes risej 
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And now to earth they slowly fell ; 
And now they marmur, *neath the hollow groond. 
As if the de^ touM measures ^ell. 
From wizard^s cave, or dniid^s cell. 
So distant now and small, 
Thou scarce canst hear ! 
And now, so near, 
-Thou leem'st thy very self to raise the sound. 
That strikes thine ear ! 
Tis rapture all ! 

He wakes the siWer lyre agaib; 
Mild is the measure, soft the strain. 
LuU*d to rest by magic numbers, 
Care is sooth'd,and sorrow slumbers." 
The liquid sounds, in soft control, 
Wow gently bind the raptur»d soul ; 
Now o'er this nether world they rise. 
And bear it softly to the skies : 
Till, with the measure clear and even. 
It seems to rest awhile in Heaven ! 

Stm is the lyre! 
T%e West and all his sephyr train retire.... 
The herald smiPd, the monarch bow'd j 
And plaudits ran through all the crowd. 
The noisy North acclaim'd aloud ; 
He fain again would bear the measure 
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And ev*ry hhy in the band 
Now wav*d aloft his little wand : 
And ev'ry zephyr sighed for pleasure. 

The herald made his last proclaim : 

No zephyr, breeze, or gale there came.... 

Now spake that herald high, whose stand 
Was on the m<march's better hand ; 
And thus aloud decreed ; 

" Of all the winds, the Western gale, 

Alone, does o'er the lyre prevail I 

Then let no other wind aspire. 

To touch the soft JSolian lyre : 

Such is the victor's meed !'' 

And now the monarch waves his hand 
The seneschal the sign convey , 
His finger on his lips he lays ; 
And ev'ry fairy in the band 
Now doffs his plume, and bends nis xnee, 
And to the West wmd, three times three. 
Bows down his head, and waves his little wand. 

The herald glancM upon the kingj 

Again he wav'd his hand ; 
The fairies op'd their magic ring; 

And, from the monarch's band, 
7 
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Three pursuivants escorted fertii 
The West wmd, and the Sooth, and North : 
And ev^ry z6phyr, bneeze, and gale 
Sought mountain clifl; and lowland dale» 

Now slowly, to the cavemM hall, 
Proceeds that aged seneschal ; 
The herald beatrs the ahrer 1jt6 : 
And last the monarch*^ steps retire. 

• Now, govemM by then* elfin kmg. 
The fairies dance in mystic ring ; 
Till morning lustre faintly gleams, 
And mingles with the silver beams. 

They close their dfin monarch round. 
He gives the sign, he stamps the ground ^ 
And now they fly a thousand ways, 
In haste to shun the morning rays ; 
Till ev'ry fairy finds his cell. 
Within the lily's perfom'd bell. 
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•N THB BANKS OF A RIVIB, AT MOQK-LIOHT. 

THBSE lines appealed fint, in Boston, in the PalladiiuB. 
They were repubiishtd in LcHidmi, shtntly afWr, in ^ 
Courier, without any notice of their transatlantic ori- 
pn. This ranark is intended for those, who have 
known them only as the lines in die Courier ; or who 
iMTe seen them, in some of our own newspapen, V 
** tfaa productkn of an anonymous Bxitish Bard.'* 

JiiLLOWY water, roll along! 
While for 1 msu-k thy various way; 
At first, from gentle fountains sprung ; 
Through meadows wont to stray. 

Softly there thy smooth tide flows; 
Where, lighted by the moon*s pale beam, 
The margin wild-flower fondly bows, 
To kiss thy silv'ry stream. 

Wavy soon thy waters grow, 
Nor longer softly, gently glide ; 
And other tiny streamlets flow, 
To gwellr thy bustUng pride. 
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Now thou quitt'st thy native shoals, 
Some deeper, bolder course to find. 
A river DOW thy current rolls, 
And leaves the stream behind. 

Onward to the ocean wide. 
It pours a torrent, loud and strong ; 
And bears, resistless, on its tide, 
Its grav'lly bed along. 

There thy turbid wave is seen 
To hold aiar its mud^ way ; 
As if it scom*d, with salt sea green, 
To mix its waters grey. 

So, the troubled *Arve pursues 
His cloudy way, through limpid Rhone ; 

• " BEFORE you enter the town of Sallendie, yoK 
mutt cnws the Arve, which, at this season, is mudi bow 
ger than in winta*, being swoUe^ by die dissolving snowt 
of the Alps. 

** This river has i^ souree at the parish of AigeotieR^ 
in the valley of Chanrauid, is immediately augmented by 
tomtits liom the neigfabourii^ Glaeiers, and pours its 
dull tmbsd stream into the Rhone, soon after that river 
inues ftom the lake of Geneviu 

"The contrast between these two rivers is very suiking, 
tibe one being as pure and linpid m the other is flwl and 
muddy. 

*< The Rhone seems to sooni the alliance, and ke^ 
as long as poisible unmiDgled with hft dirty spouse. 
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Nor dies it with its sshle hues, 
But holds his edone GilQBe» 

Still, afar as eye caDfitrann, 
Thy waves are seen, in tempest tost j 
Impetuous rushing midst the main, 
Where all in surge is lost. 

Billowy water, roll along ! 
While &r I mark thy various way; 
Thy murmuring stream, thy torrent strong 
Lifers varying tide display. 

First, its infant waters flow, 
Through verdant dale, and flowery mead ^ 
Where lilies of the valley Wow, 
And fairies softly tread. 

Glassy now its hosom seems; 
But Avarice soon and bubbling Pride 
Pour in their tributary streams; 
And swell the little tide. 



* Two miles below the place of thdr junetion, a diflbr 
enoe and opposition between this ill-swted couple if still 
observable : thest- , bowever, gradually abate by kmg halnt^ 
till at last, yielding to necessity, and those unrelenting 
laws which .joined them together, they mis in perfect 
vnion, and flow in a common stream to the end ojf their 
ooune.** 

Mme* Vkm ofFrowe, dr. V9U /. 
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Swift the manly torrent poors, 
In frothy billows proudly tost, 
And ^midst lifers troubled ocean roan. 
Till all in noise is lost 
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Svow hides the green aKNmtak}, 

Beneath its white billow ; 

And chilPd is the fountain. 

And leafless the willow : 

The tempest, load swelling, 

Now drives along dfeaiy ; 

Before the storm yelling, 

The seannew flies weary. 
And cow'ring, seeks shelter from ocean*is wild roar. 

While billows are bounding, 

0*er rude rocks, surrounding 
The long sandy beach, and the craggy lee-shore. 

Where now does the bark ride. 
The wild water braving? 
Where now, eter the dark tide, 
The gay afareamer wavmg P 
And where aow, so fe^riesi, 
TheflMfiiMr, hdaring 
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Mid clouds dark and cheerless, 

And ocean o'erwhebning ? 
Where now is the heart <^ that mariner brave f 

That bark is dismasted ! 

That mariner blasted ! 
That streamer has drunken the wild water-wave I 

O^er breakers, loud crashing, 
The waves fiercely bound her j 
While rude billows, dashing 
In riot, roll round her. 
Go, helmsman, mid ocean 
Thine arm now roust save thee t 

Oh ! kiss with devotion 

The pledge, that she gave thee, 
Who ne*er may behold thee, her sailor, again ! 

Think of her, who is dearest, 

When danger is nearest, 
Then plunge thy bold form in the rough rolling 



IVow tall waves dash o»er him, 
Ah! vainly contending ; 
Hope sinks fost before tiim ; 
His struggles are ending. 
Now waves gently growing. 
Seem rising to save him ; 
Now, o^er the beach flowing. 
More softly they lave him : 
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His motioDless corse onthe lone shore they Uiy. 

Rude waves, loudly roaring, 

Along the strand pouring, 
Now bear him again o'er the wateiy way ! 

Again rise the surges ; 

Again they restore him : 

Again the wave urges 

Its refluence o^er him ! 

Who, reckless of danger, 

Now braves mid the ocean ? 

How wild looks the stranger ! 

How frantic his motion ! 
He rescues the corse from the rough rolling wave ! 

The strand for its pillow, 

From out the salt billow. 
He rescues the corse.... but it is not to save ! 

There stands, dark and lonely, 

The plunderer's dwelling; 

He seeks the strand, only 

When sea-mews are yelling. 

I^en, mid the storm howling, 

No star is seen beamiog. 

The wretch then is prowling j 

The fiUse fire is gleaming. 
To lead the poor mariner on to his doom ! 

When waves beariiim senseless, 

He robs the defenceless. 
And plunges the corse in the billowy tomb ! 



d by Google 



i 



The ibal hearted demoo, 

The sailor des^iling, 

Now rends from the seaman 

The frait of his toiling ! 

O'er wild ocean braving, 

Hard eam'd was the treasure, 

Through tempest loud raving; 

Though toiling was pleasure 
For her, who was dear to the mariner bold. 

The fierce hand, unsparing. 

Now rudely is tearing 
The poor humble garb from the corse that is cold ! 

The pledge oi devoti<Hi 

Thine arm still is wearing ! 

That pledge, pud the ocean. 

Gave heart to thy daring. 

When eyes, brightly beaming. 

Have ever beset thee j 

When fialse fears were dreaming. 

Thy girl woudd forget thee; 
It brighten*d thy love, and it solac'd thy fiean : 

For the girl who was dearest, 

When danger was nearest. 
There bound the &ir pledge, and bedew'd it with 
teara. — 

The eye of the demon 
Glares horrid in pleaiure^ 



d by Google 



Poor, keart sttokea seafiiaa ! 

He grdsps at Ihy treasure! 

And slmB he bereave thee? 

Thy darUiig plec^ 8^e»? 

And cruelly leave theft? 

No, mariner, never ! 
The tall wave indignantly rcdis to the shore I 

The arm of the Thundered 

Seises the plunderer } 
Floods overwhelm htm! he rises no more ! 

The refluent billow 

Now leaves the beach waveleiB ; 

The flood is the pillow 

Of mariner graveless. 

But mark the wave strandi^^ 

More boldly aspiring ; 

The mariner landing. 

Then sldwly retbing j 
The plunderer comes not along with the tide ; 

The shark is heard dashing, 

Amid the waves splashing ! 
The froth of the billow with crimson is died ! 

While chill blasts are blowing, 

Who o'er the corse gazes ? 

Hif garb round it throwing, 

The sailor he raises. 

From winds cold and storming, 

The stranger has borne him ; 
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The blase, kindly wanning, 

To life shall return him : 
The stranger shall aid him, the stranger defend. 

His pulse now is flowing, 

His bosom is glowing ; 
He ne'er shall forget the poor mariner's friend..., 

The white winter-billow 

Has left the green mountain ; 

Now leaves dress the willow ; 

Now ripples the fountain. 

Where tempests were swelling, 

Soft breezes are sweeping. 

The sea-mew, late yelling, 

Is 'neath the rock sleeping ; 
The sailor is far from the rough rolling main. 

The girl that was dearest. 

When danger was nearest. 
Now holds to her bosom her sailor again ! 
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TO HKB, WHOM 1 LOW. 

I LOVE tliee,&ar girUfor AoM eyc« that speak pleatnte, 
Tho* t^feet little ringlets, that artfully eoA ; 

Itelipi, wlierelofthavednmkjoy witboutmeMui^ 
ibid diedki VloaluDg roKS, I love thee, my gill. 

But, ah ! when the sad tale of pity doe« mote theci 
I loTC thee indeed for that de^ hownwigh ; 

Tet mort for Aat siwe pledge of natute I love tfaee^ 
The tear-drop, that «t«nd» in thy toft melting eye ! 

And, rtill while I gaze at itt tiemnlous modoo. 
Or down thy warm cheek aee it stealing its way, 

lis dealer to me than the pearl of the ocean, 
And dealer than India's gem b its ray. 

Give the tear to my lips then! and love, thos requited. 
No longer shall mourn for the loss of the sigh ; 

Tor that was for Heaven, and seraphs, del i ghted, 
l&ve home the dear trihote in triumph on high. 

*rwae joy, though the last of my days wcK tD-monmv, 
To think you would come to lament for my doom ; 

<yer my taUet to died such a tear-drop of somiw ; 
l^hMverach a sigh asyoatuniVl ficommytomk 
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But fhorUyy my lone, dtall our deitfaiiet lercf, 
And ne^a: dnh thou weep o^er my tridet lor m^ 

War when I am eold, I shall rest me ftr erer. 
Beyond ihe wild water fiur dinaiit fiom thee. 

Dearett, remember me, when the salt tallow 
Shall bear me away, o'er the rough roiling nuun; 

Then let lueh a tear-drop bedew thy toftinllow 
For him, who shall never bdnU thee again. 

When they ten thee, his 1^ At in y l o a wK wac Wflrirf 
With Aine, aie «loM motioniesi under the nod ; 

And that file*sefabing breath «§ it ^m'^ ikem, mtwM$. 
In sighs to his mistress, and^»y*ts to his God; 

Then say thtt I loT'd tboe «ith waiwestdemtiom 
And sigh fir my ftrtHae with soROw liooere ; 

And, while my food q^ ahall «alcfa the emotioii, 
Oh! abed iueh a tear-diop for memary dear. 
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U'o, little billow, rippling go, 
Adown the streamlet gently flowing ; 

And roll tli^ waj along the bay, 
Where loud the lengthening blasts are blowing. 

And strive to gain the mighty main^ 
Where wild the wat*ry war is r^mg ; 

And rear thy form amid the stOTm, 
Where fierce the waves and winds are waging. 

Where &st before the thunder's roar 
The mountain-wave is madly driven ; 

And bursts its ire mid lightning's fire, 
High in the arch of angry Heaven. 

There tempest tost the bark is lost, 
The sailor toils o'er ocean swelling; 

And hope has fled, while round his head 
The grey sea-mew is loudly yelling. 

When parting life has ceasM the strife, 
60, Heaven speed thee, rcdliogbUlow, 
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And bear him o'er mid ocean's roar ; 
Thy bosom be the sailor's pillow. 

And safely land along the strand. 
Where angiy waves are vainly swelling ; 

His sorrows o*er, to seek once more 
Far distant home and hnmble dwelling. 

' Where now, beside the glassy prid« 
Of Avon's smoothly flowing river, 
Poor Mary's sighs that often rise 
Mourn for the sailor, lost for ever. 

Her tear-drops glide with Avon*s tide, 
Fast falling near the weeping willow ; 

Where Zepttyr woo'd the tiny flood. 
That bore thee first a little bUlow. 
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